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ISD^ication: 

TO HIM: 
, WHEREVER HE BE, WHO FEELS THE DIGNITY 

OF BEING, 

IN A MARVELLOUS WORLD: 

AND, CONSCIOUS OF ITS DIVINE SIGNIFICANCE, 

EVER SEEKS ITS TRUE EXPOSITION — 

NOT LIMITED BY DEFINITIONS NOR "BELIEFS," BUT 

RECEPTIVE OF LIGHT FROM ALL SIDES: 

SEEING IN MAN THE GENESIS OF GOD; AND IN 

THE BEST MANLY LIFE THE BEST RELIGION 

AND EXPRESSION OF HIS WILL. 



Life, now and then and here and there, 
Lived in His Being, everywhere. 



PREFACE. 

Among the miscellaneous Verses are some^ which , many 
years ago, appeared in print — they were often the product of 
feelings and scenes in far-away lands, and would, doubtless, 
find a very different expression now : and yet, there is no 
wisdom of Age to be given preeminence over the enthusiasm 
of Youth! 



A NEW ESSAY ON MAN. 



General Argument. 



I. 

Man; in the infinite range of his Thought — 
Soky conscious Life and conscious Will ; 
Sole Voice and Mind of the Universe ; 
Sole Revealer of God. 



2, 

Man ; in his appointed place on Earth — to work akin to and with 
Deity on matter; to cultivate and adorn till the Race shall possess 
and enjoy the Earth as a ^''garden of the Lord^\' all conceptio?i 
of Mind implies Matter^ and of Good, Evil; and Man, therefore, 
tvorks under the conditions imposed by these constituents in his and 
the Divine Soul: — and his struggles and ceaseless labors are rooted 
in an instinct of divine purpose in himself and in his Race — and 
he finds compensations and support in the transcendental Ideals 
which glorify and elevate him. 
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And to these Ideals : the higher powers of Religion and Conscience^ in 
which Man feels the Divine Presence^ and seeks to found his own 
life and the Social Order on eternal sentiments of love to God and 
love to man — of grateful worship and immutable Right ; seeking 
ever a better Life, a more perfect State ; where Conscience^ Religion, 
and Reason, finding their freest, deepest, and most e7i lightened ex- 
pression, shall raise Man to his fairest and most divine Estate : — 
tvhen the Race, united in one grand commonwealth, and in one 
universal worship, shall make the Earth the Common heritage. Home 
and Temple of Man — Man elevated and enlightened, and living in 
the utmost excellence and beauty of his divine nature. 



4, and final. 

Man, the individual soul; alone, sad, doubting, hoping; in himself^ 
type of his raccy toiling, looking afar, yearning for immortal Good; 
and, at last, resting all in Him / 



I 
\ 



PRELUDE. 

Then, what amazing thing am I, 

Shot forth in this Immensity — 

Wherein, in Thought, I feel to be 

The Brain of an Infinity ! 

What death, what change in aught can mar 
The beaming splendor of a star ? 

Nor less, nor dimmed, shall glow and shine 

This flame in me which is Divine ! 
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ESSAY. 



Chapter I. 

Mariy in the infinite range of his Thought^ perceives the Infinite^ and 
sees a universe of eternal Nighty cold beyond conception, and 
silent forever — wherein blazing Worlds are star-points , flashing, 
fading — without conceivable beginning, end, or purpose — amid 
which, he, too, whirls in a measureless orbit, watching for breaking 
Day I 

Shall **I take the wings of the Morning?" — 
That is conceivable only to the Soul ! 



II 
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H ! marvellous Being, with illumined eyes 
Caught of the splendor of supernal skies ; 

Sole, conscious Life in an amazing Whole, 

Throbbing with pulses of the Eternal Soul ; 

Sole, forming Thought amid chaotic Force, 

To give it beauty and reveal its Source: 
Oh! wonder-man, with thy diviner ear 
Hearing diviner footsteps rustling near; 
Thrilling, enraptured by so sweet a strain. 
That mortal discord gives immortal pain: 
Bright Thought, incarnate, snatching from the Night, 
The worlds of being and the worlds of Light ! 

On what excursions infinite he springs, 

This thing of Earth, graced by celestial wings — 

Amid the flaming orbs he flashes on, 

And in their shoreless Deeps drops plummet down ! 
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Instinct of Him where thought can ne'er alight. 
His eager senses feel the Infinite — 
Perceives the amazing splendors of the sky 
But pointless Points in that Infinity ! 

From where Sirius flames, he looks in vain 
For some dim ray of Solar light again ; 
Conscious of all — of more than he can find, 
This earth-reflector of the Almighty .mind 
Sees myriad suns like glancing motes, at play, 
In the far sunbeams of an Eternal day — 
And, all their countless worlds of flaming light 
Sink in the shadows of an Eternal night ! 
He walks the Earth like passenger at sea, 
And midst the star-drifts cons his argosy — 
Watching for Dawn, to break the vast Profound, 
Or, for a Pharos to some anchoring ground ! 
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But never, never, in that Shoreless Tide 
Shall flashing Thought, or Sun, at anchor ride 
Eternal Silence, there, Eternal Cold, 
And Mind alone its Infinite can hold ! 

— ^^ Semper immorialitatis amore^ flagravit.^'' 

Cic, pro M. Mar, 



15 



Chapter IL 

Man^ Offspring of the Supreme InteUigeme^ appears on Earth; t^ 
use his inielligen^e — to work upon Matter : this beifjg to Sfind 
what Evil is to Good : to carry out the purpose of his tKHfoIJ 
being upon the theatre of its exposition : 7chere^ supported by the 
Ideals elemental in his diviner \ature^ he icorks "'^ better than 
he knoics^ to the ultimate destiny of his Raee and crooning 
Form and Beauty of the Intelligent Soul upon Earth, 

Man^ in his animal nature^ resembles the animal^ but in that 7chieh 
is man — his religious^ moral, and intellectual nature^ radically 
different J he separates from them absolutely/ — he^ onl}\ among all 
creatures being held to Law, and consciously in his 07cn perception 
standing innocent or guilty: — to the brute there is nor Gt^^l^ nor 
Bad. 
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[ROM these Excursions vast, with marvellous flights, 
Again on Earth the unwearied Mind alights : 
How, at that coming, Night and Silence break, 
And Form and Beauty into life awake ! 

Now, first, the enchantments of awakened Morn, 
Now, first, a Home where blushing Love is born; 
Now, first, come swelling on the radiant air 
The Notes of conscious Joy and grateful prayer ! 
For man, the solemn grandeur of the sea. 
The wondrous glories of the azure sky; 
The woods, the vales, the heaven -aspiring hills — 
He, is their Seer, and their day fulfils ! 
His, is the measure of their majesty, 
And Earth, in him, finds its sole heart to be: 
Its smiling landscapes, all a senseless sod, 
If brutal footsteps there alone had trod : 
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The tint and splendor of autumnal skies 
Glow in his thought and color in his eyes; 
" Offspring of God," with mortal seat on earth, 
It buds and blooms in that immortal birth ; 
Touched by the pulses of diviner air, 
It shapes to use, and things divinely fair: 
Intelligence Supreme, this matter wrought, 
That on this anvil man should weld his thought — 
And, from the stubborn mass, with toil and pain 
Wrench out the secret of his soul again ! 
Mind has no meaning, in itself, to be — 
To work on matter is its entity ; 
Nor can the one from other bear divorce. 
The two, together, form a Universe ! 
As, in the moral life, there is no Good 
But where the Bad is knowingly withstood — 
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And, here amid the Stars, an ordered Day, 
Invites the conscious Soul to note His Way; 
And, from the darkness of Despair and Night, 
Trace out an orbit in celestial Light — 
From toil, and evil, and discordant strife, 
Still snatch the solace of immortal life ; 
And, hear above the wrenching wrack and wrong, 
The far, faint sweetness of immortal Song ! 
Upon a breathing Orb, whirled into space. 
This twofold Being finds a fitted place; 
With toiling hand to turn the teeming sod 
To bloom and glow a paradise of God ! 
With conscious soul, informed of Rule and Right, 
To lift the Race to harmony and Light; 
Till all the Earth one Commonwealth shall be. 
With common speech, and God, and Liberty ! 
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To this design, with tireless hand and thought, 
The Sage has pondered and the Worker wrought 
And hoary headlands on the shores of Time 
Gleam with the glories of their skill sublime : 
O'er sandy ^^'astJes their mighty marbles brood 
An august Presence in the Solitude — 
The tropic forests break their sullen shade 
Upon the walls these demi-gods have made : 
What might}'^ cities breast the swelling Tide, 
WTiat gallant navies in tlieir harbors ride; 
And where the Port is sundered by the Deep, 
There, o'er the gulf, aerial road -ways leap; 
And, high above, the arching lines of light 
Flash far, a Diadem on the brow of Night ! 
Nor fading Ages leave a mark behind. 
Unless it be some monument of mind — 
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Oceans are spanned and every sea explored, 
And round the globe the lightning thoughts are poured — 
Titanic labors stretch the encircling zone, 
And severed nations fuse and blend to one. 
Nor is it slavish work but work which wills^ 
And finds assuagement where it plants and builds : 
Achievement can content this soul alone, 
And that, in doing, not in having done. 
What Thing, transcendent, moves this eager heir 
Of boundless Hope and measureless Despair — 
What Beauty, fleeing, still forever flies, 
What Song, just swelling, faints away and dies ! 
In melody, and speech, and sculptured stone, 
This, something finer than the attempt, is shown : 
In lowliest labor and in best, will lurk 
This subtle spirit of all human work : 
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The rustic boor transforms the ugly clod, 
And draws his lines of beauty o*er the sod ; 
He turns the turf, fresh in the morning air. 
And in the living rapture has a share : 
Nor heedless woodman is content to be, 
Mere chip and chopper of his fallen tree ; 
The painted savage carves with pleasing skill 
The very club with which he means to kill ; 
The lofty arch the hodman feels his own, 
And sits exultant on the capping stone; 
The mighty tombs and monumental walls. 
An Instinct mounts where stumbling Reason falls ! 
Divinely purposed for a grand Event, 
The race, in labor, finds its best content: 
Nor fails a noble strength in hardest hour. 
Who still can work no fear will overpower. 
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The sailor perched upon the giddy mast, 
With wild delight outcries the shrieking blast; 
Black horror rides upon the thundering sea, 
Yet in his heart a mighty calm can be : 

Nor shaking Terror strikes with ghastly hue 
The face of him who still can try to do. 
And, what Emotions in this Being swell; 
A love celestial, and a hate, of hell ; 
The patriot's ardor, and the soldier's fire ; 
The widow burning on her husband's pyre — 
The tender friendships and the generous zeal, 
That suffering still, can still for others feel ; 
Heroic virtue that in every sky, 
Has barred the passes of Thermopylae ! 
The martial glory at the trumpet's call, 
Within whose glamour conquerors rise and fall ; 
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A love of fame, may be the general good, 
Whose spectres haunt the Arctic soHtude, 
And fill the arid sands and poisonous air 
Of Afric's darkness with untold despair; 
What Thirst of knowing, still insatiate, 
Whose ceaseless draughts but deeper thirsts create ! 
What mighty genius in the godlike skill. 
Which bends an empire to a Gladstone's will: 
Or, where a Lincoln breaks the servile chain, 
And lifts a nation to its feet again ! 
In man alone these sentiments arise. 
These strange ideals of some other skies ; 
The sentient life around bends to the sod. 
And lives unconscious of itself, and God : 
Moved by no purpose, feels nor want, nor shame ; 
Ne'er conscious drew a line, nor took a name; 
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Ne'er with a guilty conscience ran away. 
Nor with a sense of duty willed to stay — 
In naught of conscious living shows a trace; 
No number, distance, measure, time, nor place; 

In language of Ideas, no faintest rays; 

As brayed the ass of Balaam still he brays: 
Of self-respect and knowledge there is none ; 
No lineage, record, social rite, nor stone; 
In all of Right and Reason has no stake — 
A moving Things which any one may take ! 

The human creature lives in sacred air, 

Which who profanes, with guilty soul must dare ! 
His love of knowledge, wondrous attribute ! 
Marks him in nature greater than the brute — 
Alone in man, senses are servants still. 
Helps to his knowing, subject to his will. 
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If Evolution take the brutal part, 
And trace a lineage from the lowliest start. 
Its narrow reasoning only demonstrates 
That mind is not the creature it creates ! 

The skilful craftsman, in his knowledge, sees 
Expanding navies in the oaken trees; 
But does not hew the fibrous heart-strings bare, 
To find an embryo ship-wright hidden there ! 
Man lives outside himself, and feels control 
Of a diviner purpose in his soul ; 
Emotions only in such life can be. 
Which yearns to know and shape its destiny: 
The brute, unreasoning, perfect in his state. 
Has no misgivings, suffers no debate; 
And man, his reason lost, directly falls 
To brutal life, constrained in brutal walls; 
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Nor on the Earth would conscious reasoning be, 
If in the Race this godlike mind should die. 
Thus, toiling ever in his destined course, 
Man lives in influence of his deathless Source — 
Nor is denied him, when his day is worn, 
The soft assuagements of delightful Morn : 
In what ecstatic measures is he led. 
When, full of Life and Hope, there are no dead ; 
When, Nature smiling, gives her bright convoy 
To all his swelling sails of freighted Joy: 

When, with his text-book by the rolling seas. 

He flings the pebbles with Demosthenes; 

Or, seizing by the mane his rearing horse. 

Essays a conquest of Bucephalus; 

Or, with Balboa, climbs the Isthmian tree, 

To catch first glimpse of the vast Southern sea ! 
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What Fame, what Glory, burn his eager brain ; 
What Faith, what Splendor, wait upon his name ; 
What Love, refining with enchanting grace, 
And making Beautiful the common-place ! 

For him the glowing speech, the immortal Song, 
And Ages chaunting as they roll along; 
He will not die, and with exultant cry 
Still on his tomb embalms a victory ! 
How all the annals of the Race attest, 
A Deed of better Use in Earth possest: 
Where all its living surges break and roll. 
On the dim shore-line of the dawning Soul ! 
These Bright Ideals are the eternal springs. 
On which the human creature mounts and sings ; 
And, from his being, were their griaces fled, 
His life were brutal, and its Spirit dead : 
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The charming landscape theirs, and theirs the sea, 
And mountains rising in their majesty — 
Still, on his toil, their soothing touch they lay. 
And fling soft shadows on his heated way : 
Nor, merely now, but all the storied Past, 
Rich in their glories, are in him recast: 
Minerva, springing from the Athenian brain, 
Homer, still singing his immortal strain; — 
The wondrous pathos of the human heart, 
Where, from its God, its pulses wrenched apart ! 
The Art inspired, the poet's, prophet's fire, 
Lifting his soul in their celestial choir: 
A Mozart, listening with enraptured ears, 
To notes still trembling with ecstatic tears — 
Sweet sounds, made concrete, to go pealing on, 
To charm the air for Nations yet unborn ; 
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Giving expression and enchanting form, 
To things ethereal as the tints of Morn — 

And tongue, whose accents made a People thrill, 
And swayed a mighty Rome to do its will, 
Down the long Ages, swells and rolls along 
Immortal tides of eloquence and song ! 
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Chapter III. 

t 

God^ in man, revealed by the higher powers of Religion and Con- 
science — whence Justice and aspirations for the immutably True 
and Good — a struggle ever to attain to a nobler Life, a more 
perfect State : Man, the Seer, perceiving God ; — /// Nature, a 
majestic Shrine, and in hu?nan Life an august Forum : the Uni- 
verse a Temple, and Thought, the expositor of the Lnfinite Justice^ 
holding man to the highest Duty as the highest Good and the 
forever beautiful. 

How Society knits itself together in the one inviolable sanction of the 
Oath ! Ln the last result, outivardly seeing all Nature but a 
Divine Expression, and imvardly all human Life but a divine 
probation. 
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OR these, alone, bright symbols of his state, 
These things, transcendent, which his world create, 
But, higher Powers, born of the Eternal Mind, 
Which, still, to God, and, still, to Duty, bind : 
Conscience, Religion, to the brute unknown. 
In man, in all the world, a GoD, alone ! 
In whose effulgence. Thought and Nature shine 
An August Forum, a Majestic Shrine ! 
In these, he lives immortal, feels to be 
Embodied Mind, and Form of Deity : 
And, from his mortal coil, would ever burst. 
And rise triumphant o'er its senseless dust. 
Within his twofold being these e*er brood. 
Yearning for something nobler, still more good ; 
Above the din, their chiming bells appeal 
To pulses finer than the fingers feel ! 



\ 
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Struggling^ amid the conflicts of his state. 
To bear aloft the splendors they create — 
In all the Centuries, in their toil and pain. 
Raising some Light of human hope again — 
Finding expression for eternal laws. 
And building Life on its eternal Cause ! 
Confused, obscured, perverted, still the quest 
To do aright, and in a God to rest 

So, martyrs bum, and in their turn are burnt; 
The infant topples with its steps unlearnt — 
The mortal wonder is the flames arise. 
For these, are flashes of eternal skies ! 
Burners and burnt, alike, divinely die. 
Since, in their godly thought, they cannot He: 
Stumbling and bruised, they seek in mortal night. 
The glowing pathway of immortal Right — 
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WTiere tender feet the red-hot plowshares trvxi^ 
The soul nplifted saw the smile of God ! 

To die for God and Truth — transcendent Soul ! 
Raising its pseans where it feels contr^>l 
And rising scathless whilst the flames infoKl I 
Its aim, celestial, thought its courses wild — 
In halting footsteps of the growing child; 
Enlarged in knowledge, and in Reason grv>wn. 
Truth is not cultured by the axe and stone : 
Religion rises, till its Fane shall be, 
As broad, as catholic, as Humanity — 
And Conscience, joining Social Law and Right, 
Shall in one Code, the Human Race unite ! 
To this, Confucius by the Yellow Sea, 
And Numa, sitting with iEgeria, 
And, Moses thundering by the awful hill, 
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And Jesus dying, whilst the world stood still ! 
All, all, far torches of the toiling crowd. 
Throwing long shadows on their upward road: 
The shepherd-robbers, by the Tarpeian rock. 
Became the Jurists of the human stock — 
Sometimes, new lustre will in Plato shine. 
Sometimes, new greatness in an Antonine, 
Sometimes, new Ho|>e, where Sacrifice sublime. 
Nails to its Cross, the Selfishness of Time ! 
Still on, still up, for better, happier ways 
In Law and God, the human Soul essays: 
In Need and Greed, in crowded street and Mart, 
Beating the measures of its grander heart 



Chaftek R'. 
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OR in the single life, alone and sad, 
Are wanting these, in which it may be glad — 

Feeling His Presence, life is calm and sweet; 

Duties and Labors pass with winged feet — 
The world resplendent, and the earth a home 
Filling with grateful song its Templed Dome: 
Then, naught external, can its being wound ; 
In Innocency and Duty, all is Sound — 

And all the virtues of the Ages, tell 

To him who lives uprightly, all is well : 
God, the essential Life, the Central Soul, 
And Man, His Seer, instinct of the Whole, 
Lives on the earth, to form and lift the Race 
To the grand level of its destined place. 
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Final. 

Not to be, but now Immortal — Man's eternal ^^ questionings^^ them- 
selves basis of his Hope : God not to be, but already Present — 
Immortality and God are Now — this, is a present, changeable 
State of the Soul — of the deathless human consciousness : The 
Soul, invulnerable but by its own Will; naught external can touch 
it: to the upright all is well. 
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Proem. 

^M MORTAL Mind ! which snatches from the Night 
C The worlds of Being and the worlds of Light, 
Dost thou but touch this mortal life of mine 
With shaping hand to uses more divine, 
Then pass, unconscious of its crumbling clay, 
To dawn in other life bewildering Day? 

Oh! wistful Soul — to one deprived of Light 
There is no world of loveliness and light — 
Wilt thou be blind, with finest sense to see, 
Born of Immortal Trust instinct in thee ! 
Ah! trembling heart — thy subtle Thought may place 
This Trust among the ennobling springs of Race! — 
Still, be content; secure thy Trust may be 
That thou canst nobly live and calmly die ! 
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So, wondrous creature, in this wondrous Light, 
Still, in thy Thought, explore this boundless Night, 
And, with the flaming star-points, tireless fly — 
Thyself immortal when they flash and die ! 

In pain, and labor, think, and work, and till — 
In that thou doubtest, find assurance still ! 
It is no chance, this working, wistful lot — 
It just must be, or Mind, and God, were not: 
Thou art Immortal, and art not to be ; 
And, must thou die, a hidden God to see ? 
Live wisely, justly — Life and God are here — 
Nor, is there aught outside thyself to fear ! 
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Sad, thou must be — the ashes of thy dead 
Strew all the paths thy brooding footsteps tread ; 
Thine eager Youth with Hope, unburied lies, 
In the wan starlight of the wintry skies ; 
Thy joys, thine ecstasies of mortal strain. 
Die in thine heart with less of peace than pain ! 
Thou must be sad — yet, not disconsolate; 
'Tis harder, nobler, to bear on, and — wait! 
Nor, shall be wanting Nature's kindly mood 
To be the Solace of thy Solitude : 
Her vernal buds shall blossom in thine air. 
And in her sacred secrets thou shalt share ; 
A new-found Beauty shall thy sense refine. 
And touch thy grateful heart with joy divine ! 



41 



Xhy frosty age shall feel the tender glow. 
Of spring, eternal, on its head of snow — 
A gracious charm shall soothe the weary years. 
And drop its sweetness in the parting tears — 
Then, do not doubt, when thick the shadows fall. 
That Light, celestial, still is over all ! 
And, ever, in thine ears, the ^ons tell, 
Live thou to Right and God — and all is well! 

So, in this Shoreless Sea, 
No anchoring e'er shall be. 
But thy integrity ! — 

Oh ! man — 
Of this, thou mayst be sure — 
In this, thou canst endure ! 



MISCELLANEOUS : 



— advesperascit / 
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WORK AND WORKING. 

[HE heart is weary, ill at ease — 
There is no beauty in the world — 
The eye discolors what it sees, 

And turns the blight upon the Soul. 

For many hours and many days 

Are hours and days of dreary hope ; 

When all the sun-beams in the ways, 
Raise not the fogs in which we grope. 

Nor is it strange the heart should tire, 
So often made to plainly see, 

That that for which it must aspire. 
Is that which it can hardly be ! 

And tire it doth ; and falling back "^ 

In sheer abandonment and pain. 

Turns there and twisteth on the rack — 
Till it is glad to try again. 
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"To try forever'* — but with aim 

Which marks the clearer sight of one 
Who sees where flies the nobler game; — 
Who knows where noblest work is done. 

That work is needful thou must learn, 
Oh, Man ! — take care thy work be true ! 

Work out the better thoughts which burn 
Within thy Soul — and dare to do. 

To him who worketh well is given 
A spirit, like the mountain's brow 

In high and calm repose ; and heaven 
On his, as on its head, doth glow. 
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THE CONNECTICUT ATWALPOLE. 

SIT among the fragrant ferns, 
Just where the river softly turns 
From deep embowering hills and woods, 
Cool in the breezy solitudes: 
And see the murmuring floods go by — 
As black as ink, but where the sky 
Sets splendor on their mimic night. 
And lifts the murky pools to light ! 

Would that my being's brooding stream 
Were arched by like celestial beam — 
Its haunting Dark to break in Day, 
To smile where radiant shadows play ! 
But light and shadow sure shall be, 
Whilst runs the river to the sea: 
And light and shadow still shall fall — 
Yet, Light is ever over all ! 
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A MOUNT DESERT IDYL. 

|N many lands, o'er many seas, 
My wandering life has led me on ; 
Till here, at length, I sit at ease 

And feel my anchoring days have come. 

The summer brilliance in the air 

The sweet, bright charm of earth and sky, 
Hush in my breast its " brood of care " — 

And whisper hopes which may not die. 

My friends these rugged pastures are. 
With rocky height and wooded dell ; 

With brooks, and ferns and mosses rare — 
Where bright -^geria weaves her spell. 

Melodious tones from every side, 

Swell in one general hymn of love — 

Nor is a finer sense denied. 

Which hears the grander choir above! 

Dear grace of Nature — hill and dale, 
And mountain bold, and sparkling sea — 

May your enchantment never fail. 
To make divine my Odyssey ! 
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MOUNT KINEO, MOOSEHEAD LAKE, ME., IN WINTER. 

IGH, beetling, Kineo, o'er his frozen sea, 
Lifts his bald front and bears the Winter's storms, 

As fixed as Fate, as wild and desolate ! 

Voiceless, but for the wailing firs, or crash 

Of ice-floes* at his base ; or bellowing roar 

Of Titan — Cold, rending his thick- ribbed mail — 
Nor landscapes now ; all snowy solitudes. 
With distant shores obscurely limned, where sinks 
A blear-eyed sun in deeps of murky cloud ! 

But, lo ! How sway the white-crowned woods ; and burst 

The fleecy canopies, or thickly fall! 

Now, wakes the storm ; and howling, blusters forth 

With all his Furies shrieking through the air; 

Driving a glittering sheen along the lake 

Lashed into myriad, stinging points of steel ; 

Hurtled, enormous, into billowy seas. 
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And tossed in whirlpook of bewildering blasts — 
A mighty maelstrom of engulfing snows ! 

As when on Ocean, fierce winds seize the tops 
Of lofty seas and dash them into spray. 
Mantling the horrid gloom with fleecy scud: 
So, here, in darkening horror flies the wind 
Thick-laden with its swirls of ghostly drift! 
No more are shores, nor seycied ranks of wood. 
Nor streak of sky, nor Kineo's frowning brow; — 
Naught but chaotic tides and deeps of frost ! 
In such a storm, Sarmatia's frozen plains 
Saw g^ant, War, whose tread had shaken worlds, 
Bear on with struggling might, till, with a cry 
Whose wail rang through the startled ear of earth, 
Reeling, bewildered, down he toppled quite; 
In all his awful panoply stretched huge — 
Heaped in the masses of sepulchral Snow ! 



H^'JAAX LFE AND TtE. SEASONS. 



With 5=£ks and r4i ^ ' v' '*j £T-acc and blTshr:^!v 

Unocmsciaas of a j:ve jast to be bora — 

A tremblrng Jcnr TriSdi smZjes aad teaxs adorn! 

And SMmmuT, ardent, over-lapped in bloooi^ 
Of Sweets, and langrSd grown in his own noon; 
Seeking the shades, and pensive, clinging still 
To Beauty's side, held b\- her hand and will : 
Watching where far the threatening tempests lie; 
Feeling a Fear which Love can still deny. 
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And AutumUy from length'ning shades observing Love, 
Leads forth her Summer offspring at the Eve, 
To mark the Sun drop down from clouds above — 
Sitting and musing, whilst the children weave 
Garlands of fading flower and fading leaf — 
And soft the winds are breathing overhead, 
Among the naked branches of the trees — 
And sad and low the voice of Love is spread. 
Borne on the rustling pinions of the breeze : 
" How fades the glory out of earth and sky : 
What shadows veil my Immortality / " 
So, Winter broods o'er all the land and sea: 
Yet, in his lap Love sleepeth tenderly — 
Her warmth at root, her buds upon the tree ! 
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HASTINGS : 

SL Leonard *s-on-Sf a / England, 

SIT by this wonderful sea — 
And marvel that it, that / should be ! 
Whilst, far off, ships go floating by. 
And white clouds sail across the sky. 

• 

Away, a jutting headland lies — 
A misty cloud along the skies; 
And shade and substance mingle so! 
Phantomic, like the things we know. 

High, beetling, stands yon mighty mound 
Of ancient valor, ivy-crowned — 
Whose crumbling towers still silently 
Keep watch and ward far o'er the sea. 
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Close at the base a human hive, 
Age after age, has toiled to live — 
For what they fish, for what they till, 
Ask yonder tomb-stones on the hill! 

Celt, Roman, Saxon, Norman, Dane; 
Their dust is English bone and brain: 
And grandly in the summer air. 
Those old gray walls their trophies bear! 

I sit containing in my eyes 
More than the tranquil scene supplies — 
How idle I — yet, how much more. 
The busy tumult of the shore ! 
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The noisy waves rush up the strand, 
To fleck with foam the yellow sand — 
As if with playing work, indeed, 
To strew the beach with fruitless seed ! 

Fruitless ! why should my heedless thought 
Presume to call the sea-foam naught? 
Those darkening shadows on the Main, 
Are not less real than its Plain ! 

And what is work and what is play. 
He is a wise man who can say ! 
Is it a task of the thundering Sea, 
To make these pebbles smooth for me ? 
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Yon Mill whose sails invite the wind, 
Thinks winds are made that mills may grind; 
And were my trade with stones to pave, 
Here toils for me this grinding wave! 

What heed, this ceaseless ebb and flow 
Of Tides above and Tides below 
Of me ! Sea-drift in this Profound, 
Sometimes afloat, sometimes aground ! 

What weary impotence of Soul 
Would swim an Ocean for a goal ! 
Sure as the mighty Deep, thou art 
Of Him, a finer, nobler part! 
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Yet, none the less, we wait alone ; 
Foreign and strange, in an Unknown — 
Where all is Silence, straining ear 
To catch some meaning which is clear. 

Alone ! when smiles and tears fulfil. 
Movements more subtle than the will; 
And Senses more than eye or ear 
Make us to see, make us to hear! 

• • * • 

So, still I linger on the shore, 
Whose boundless coasts my thoughts explore ! 
I have no haste, there is no need — 
Who works in time may work with speed! 
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The day is closing — all the light 
Of heaven is glancing on my sight : 
The deep is luminous — behind 
Is Darkness — as we still shall find ! 
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WARWICK, ENGLAND. 

TRETCHED to the brilliant sky, on all sides clear, 
Are hills and dales and groves and golden corn; 
Whilst in this peerless air all things are near — 
And far or near they each and all adorn. 

Here, let us rest — on this fair, breezy hill, 
Beneath the shade of this high, spreading beech ; 
And see and feel that we are Nature's, still — 
Her peace and beauty ever in our reach. 

Her calm, majestic glory, harvest- crowned. 
Fills heaven and earth, and blends them into one: 
How vast and solemn bends the blue profound — 
How sweet and strong th' immortal gods move on ! 
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Move on, resistless, yet with charming grace; 
Inflexible, yet soft as Summer rain — 
Intangible, as where yon shadows race 
With nimble Zephyrs o'er the waving grain ! 

Ineffable, though murmurs everywhere 
Swell into anthems of mysterious tone ; 
And all the hill-tops and the radiant air 
Rest in expressive Silence, all their own ! 

And there, by Avon's stream are Warwick's towers; 
And here, is labor toiling in the fields — 
For Lord or Serf, alike, the patient hours 
Give back to Nature all that Nature yields! 
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Yet, human hopes aspire and will not die; 
Will rear aloft their monumental walls — 
Informed by Instinct build as builds the bee; 
Mounting secure where stumbling Reason falls ! 

So, Temples rise, ** Immortelles " of the Race, 
Where mouldering with the stones Tradition clings ; 
Touching the landscape with ennobling grace, 
And giving dignity to common things. 

The day declines — and so my holiday — 
Care, slumbering by my side starts up again ; 
Grasps on my hand and leads my steps away — 
So rudely rules this Martha of my brain ! 
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WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

ATURE, serene, with sure and steady hand 
Retakes her own — and effigies of monk, 
And cloistered arch, and lofty towers. 
And pinnacles of stone, crumble to dust. 

Yet, radiant ever, lies 
On sculptured walls and solid buttresses, 
And on your bit of emerald, jewel'd there, 
(Where verdant life perennial buds and blooms), 
Ethereal Light, "and Silence, eloquent; 
Her subtle Presence, marvellous fore'er ! 
To musing monks within these shadowy aisles. 
As now to me who o'er their ashes muse, 
A conscious Majesty — a god revealed ! 
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To dust — marbles and statues, cowled monks; 
Mere apparitions of the eternal Soul ! 
Hark, to the organ peals — resounding here; 
Stirring a deeper sense than outward ear; 
Echoes of other harmonies, whose tones 
Have lifted human hearts in every age, 
To the bright symphony of Choral Stars ! 
Oh, Age-worn effigies, where rest my feet. 
Start into life, smile to my wistful eyes — 
Or, from the shores of your ghost-haunted Time, 
Tell me, what filled the hunger of your hearts ? 
Is there a murmur breaking like a sea. 
In the dim-coast lines of unfathom'd Thought ? 
"Not in yon Fane with incense-burning pomp; 
Not in proud worship, with long, sounding prayer; 
But rather in the Solace of a large Content, 
Musing, enlightened, in this heavenly Light — 
With an Immortal Beauty felt at One!" 
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SUGGESTED BY THE VENUS OF THE LOUVRE. 

H ! tell us, Love, why thy enchanting grace. 
Flies from the arms of thy too fond embrace ; 

Why, havings must we, sadly, miss in Thee, 

That finer, something, of Divinity ? 

With sudden coldness in the summer air. 
And sudden shadows fallen everywhere \ 

Oh, Love ; with all thy tenderness, thy charms, 

Live in our lives and fill our happy arms; 

Or, else, afar, radiant o'er land and sea, 

Lift us to love thine Immortality ! 
Better the hunger of a sweet Desire, 
Than the cold ashes of extinguished fire ! 
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BIRDS AT SEA. 

RIGHT fancy and imagination large 
Despair to reach the simplest forms 
Of Nature's cunning hand. See, limn'd in air, 
Still, poised on even wings, or swiftly' moved 
Upwards or downwards to the billowy sea. 
Those winged marvels of the sky disport ! 
There, where the glory of the setting sun 
Touches, with thousand splendors, sea and sky. 
How flash those wond'rous miracles of life ! 
Not only all the brilliancy above; 
Not only grandeur and surprising skill 
Of worlds and Oceans, continents of Stars — 
But Nature, lavish, matchless everywhere ! 
In bud, and insect, clouds or merest flecks 
Of airy vapor in yon azure heights — 
In mead, or mountain vast — peerless in all! 
With eyes of wonder, yearnings of the heart. 
Our mortal impulse tries immortal art ! 
Charmed, even in failure, it must struggle still. 
To reach a loveliness beyond its skill 
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ALEXANDER AND BUCEPHALUS: 

(An Impromptu,) 

'^^/*HEN from his horse the youthful hero sprung, 
YY And Philip snatched him to his swelling heart; 
Not more exalted he, when " worlds were won *' — 
Nor ever bore a more triumphant part! 
For not by clamor may an action shine, 
But by its nature claim immortal hold — 
The widow's mite is weightier far than thine, 
Oh, Plutus, bending 'neath thy wedge of gold ! 
Amid the waves a timid boy had grasped 
A slender spar, which buoyed him feebly on — 
A grizzled sailor, nearly sinking, clasped 
On the same float, too slight for even one — 
Down, down they sank — the boy in wild despair! 
When such a paean swelled upon the air; 
** Cling hard, my lad; 'tis better to die fair!" 
Loosing his hold what god had vanished there ! 
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TO ANNIE 

(On her ibtk birthday), 

ijOW sweet the world smiles to thy blushing Morn ; 
How in thy ears swells Nature's choral Lay ! 
What tender loves in bursting buds are born : 
In Youth, Immortal^ on thy natal day ! 
Soft verdure hides all footprints of decay, 
And Hope shines radiant as the evening Star 
Above the courses of thy jocund Way ! 
Nor doth thy spirit feel a bound or bar — 

■ 

And in thine eyes are some things seen afar ! 
Some things^ thy best Ideals y gods to thee ; 
Prophetic in thy Soul of Victory I 
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-CROSSING THE ISTHMUS." 

[OOT-SORE we trudged through tangled, rugged woods, 
Now smote by sun, now drenched in Tropic showers ; 
Up cramped, ragged ways, in solid rock, and then 
Through muddy pools amid impervious shade — 
Till nigh exhausted, struggling up a hill 
Which, forest-clad, rose dome-like in our face, 
We, sudden, paused upon its beetling brow. 
Below, on all sides, was a wilderness 
Of verdant beauty, topp'd by graceful palms 
Whose fronds, wind-stirred, made motion musical ! 
But, there — beyond some distant towers, the Sea, 
The great South Sea lay in its purple bloom ! 
And glowing and dim, like Beauty in a dream. 
The island-gems and tinted waves of Panama — 
Soft in their hues reflected from the skies; 
With violet coasts, with far-off" mountains, lined 
In such sweet harmony of glorious Air! 
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How like a god was Balboa here embraced, 
And crowned and laurel'd by Immortal hands ! 
In great conceptions, in mysterious tones 
He felt and heard the charming visitants ! 
And in the halo of that wond'rous Sea 
What glorious fields of exploit, what fair realms, 
What undiscovered Continents of Fame ! 

Oh ! noble spirit, at this dizzy height. 

Thy life attained its summit — it was well! 
For, to our mortal sense, it were too hard, 
To see the shadow of descending Death 
Fall on our sunniest pinnacle of Joy ! 

The axe and gory block thou didst not see ; 

But felt, and truly, that thou couldst not die ! 
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IMPROMPTU : 

{For a young girPs album,) 

OW rich thou art — with winged, visioned Youth, 
Which sees a fresh creation every day, 
And holds the stars as jewels in thine hair ! 
Within thine eyes a Universe contained 
Whose every creature is a joyful thing! 
Shall age obscure the vision, clip the wing, 
Or shall Immortal Beauty then come in, 
And lift the soul to its perennial Spring ? 




TO W ; MILTON, MASS. 

WEET Milton ! — nestled in fair woods, 
With bosky vales and verdant hills — 
Where an enchanted silence broods — 
And some sweet secret Nature fills ! 
A tenderer charm, diviner Grace, 
Lurks in the groves, where Beauty gives 
Her star-light smile to our embrace ! 
For so, our mortal yearning lives — 
Breathing the fragrance of the skies — 
Nor in such gracious moment dies ! 




MORNING : 

("OA, see when joctttJ /*»»•.'"> 

[HE morn, exultant, on the mountain tcips 
Leads in the day — and over all the world 
Delightful Joy spreads forth his glorious wings ! 
A dewy fragrance fills the wond'rous air, 
And life awakes as if it were new-born ! 
Youth, with immortal impulse, sparkles forth 
With bounding heart and feet, to greet the gods, 
Whose flaming essence fires his eager soul ! 
In what ecstatic measures is he led — 
A world all joy, wherein there are no dead ! 
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SAINT GERMAIN-EN-LAYE : 

{The Terrace.) 

ERE, let US sit — in shadow of the trees — 
Here, on this noble terrace — what a view ! 
Spreading away on all sides, rich and fair, 
With breezy shadows and soft summer light — 
The Seine, meandering in her verdant shores. 
Sparkling in light, darkling in bosky shades ; 
Murmuring melodious to the vine-clad hills. 
And far against the sky, Lutetia's towers; 
And there, above the trees, the Aqueduct — 
Old Rome's in grandeur, bearing to Versailles 
A river's current for his fauns and naiads; 
With lakes, where nymphs disport in sylvan shades. 
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But, see, what wonder looms upon the walk — 
Hush, do not stir, but let your eyes explore 
This gorgeous Portent of our lower world ! 
Amphibolictic, fluttering ends and silk, 
Amorphous, gew-gav\('d, didymous and musk — 
In gold and gems, and stuffs diaphanous; 
Bows, laces, ribbons, nameless things, and flams. 
Sickening the air with Lubin's diapasms — 
Figure amazing, at which Wonder stares ! 
What bends, and nods, and smiles, and languid airs ; 
And twirls, and curls, and stately modesty — 
Hips, heels, and hose, and harried hair a-fly ! 

Flashing from tinted lashes, starry eyes. — 
But stars enkindled in the gassy skies ! 
Her dainty robes in dusty whirlpools swirled. 
Where toss the shiny strawlets of her world ! 
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But how describe; — by what a measure take, 
Which mocks all measure, less than nothing weighs. 
Yet, holds the globe in circle of her stays ! 
What seas and islands, what unnumbered lands. 
What perils, toils and miracles of skill. 
Have worked, abortive, to this monster-sham ! 
A very real thing, which dominates 
The brassy horizon of starless life — 
Whose giggling goddess is this Mockery ! 
Portentous shadow, modern born. Fashion; 
Shadow, with lurid flashes, dazzle on ! * * * 
Now, look, where Beauty comes with modest grace. 
What love and joy are radiant in her face — 
The baneful glamour leaves, our vision clear, 
Sees in her heavenly eyes, a heaven is near ! 
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The feet of my remembrance wander still, 

Beneath thy verdant aisles, St Germain's Wood ! 

Along the open glades and bright parterres — 

Or where Ledia, or the massive walls 

Of Castle, huge, rise from th' embattled fosse ; 

Whose halls and corridors so Silent now 

Rang with the steps and voice of glorious France, 

Whose oriflamb, streamed meteor-like aloft! 
Where stupid England* kept his mimic stage, 
A peacock swelling in a gilded cage — 
Gobbling his pensioned crumbs with choking rage. 

Still, in my ears, the bugle notes resound. 

Where in the forest thundering squadrons charged ; 

Frighting the timid Morn with clanging arms ! 
How fair remain those spotless, sunny days, 
Fresh still with dew, and crowned with fragrant bays ! 

* The Pretender, James. 
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AUSTRALIA. 

JT was a lovely night — the crescent Moon, 
Had just declined below the firmament ; 
And all the constellations in our sky, 
(Where Ursa major and dear Northern Stars 
Shone not), came sparkling out from shoreless deeps. 
Catching the gaze of our far-reaching eyes — 
Just there, effulgent, shone the Southern Cross, 
Leading with peerless splendor starry worlds — 
And there, soft clusters of unnumber'd suns, 
Floating like breath of some Divinity 
In the dim radiance of eternal Night ! 
Maghellan clouds — no, rather sunny spheres ! 
Timing their circuits as do mortal lives. 
In the grand measures of Infinity ! 



11 



The air was drowsy with confused sounds, 
Innumerable, of insect life ; sounds 
Blending in happy harmony, and full 
Of that strange being which we strangely feel. 
From darkling woods and distant plains arose, 
Swelling and dying on the gentle breeze. 
What watery tumult Yara Yara made: 
We spoke of far Columbia torn by War, 
And heard the clamor of his dreadful arms 
Borne on the mighty Oceans to our ears. 
And roird in tidal waves along the shores 
Of every continent. We spoke of him^ 
Moulded by rugged Nature from the soil 
Of the new world, fertile and strong as she ! 
With eyes whose light was gathered of the stars. 
And soul whose insight saw^ and patience, won ! 
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When, breathless, came our Consul — 

"News? — what news" — 
** Hush, can I say, the President is killed ; 

By an assassin, shot " — Our hearts stood still ! 
And silently, benumbed, pierced with a pain 
Which writhed for something greater than revenge, 
We darkly walked away, with bended heads — 
The chaos of our feelings whelming all ! 
We did not see where stern-eyed Nemesis, 
Powerless to stop the blow, weighed the event; 
And from her glittering balance hurled to Night, 
That Thing, audacious, which had swell'd like Fame 
Caught to her arms, snatched from abortive Hate, 
Him, now, immortal, by that furious deed — 
And seen of all the world another Star ! 
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SUMMER MORNING AT SEA. 

'^></*HAT tranquil calm, transcendent harmony ! 
YY To me, how sweet this subtle sense of Life ! 

How bright these wond'rous waters, clouds, and sky — 

Ocean outspread — with infinite beyond 

The utmost verge of azure firmament, 

Closing on all sides — spectacle for me ! 

Seated by gods in this delightful seat, 

With senses raised above mere mortal range. 

How all the majestic glory of the world 

Comes to immortal vision, wrapt and clear — 

Me, mortal, with illumined eyes to See ! 

Vanish this Ocean-plain and heaven-piled clouds, 
And tide-swept globe — and still serenely bright. 
Hold on the starry gods ; nor merest thought 
Of the essential Soul, is lost or changed ! 
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Spirit, ineffable — of Thee a part; 

Here, conscious of the Presence, and with Thee, 

Witness of this one scene of gracious Power — 

One scene of beauty infinite, which I 

With joyous sense of child-like wonder see, 

As once I saw when miracle was life, 

And life was harmony of sounds and things ; 

And I a being sad in deeps of Joy ! 

Privileged am I, one introduced 
To this ethereal splendor — formed 
To walk with eyes uplifted and serene 
Amid its glory; and to feel at home, 
In fit companionship of stars and gods — 
For, thou, oh, man, art boundless Heritor! 
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FIRST ''MEMORIAL DAY" IN NEW YORK. 

|H ! Queenly city of the Western Sea, 
Glad in the smile of gracious Victory ; — 
How swells thy thought as myriad notes repeat 

The countless echoes of that Minstrelsy 
Which choirs in nations whilst the Ages die ! 
How throb thy pulses with diviner beat, 

With an unwonted consciousness of might, 
As fill the living floods each stately street: 

And glows with richer tints the summer light ! 

A new Athenae crowned by Beauty, bright 
In arms resplendent flashed on tower and wall, 

Raises grand paeans to Olympian height — 

A heaven-rapt diapason over all : — 
*'Tkat Peoples live, immortal heroes fall ! ^' 

Nobler than Rome, shine by thy Western Sea, 

The fairest star in Freedom's galaxy ; 
The undim'd radiance of Humanity ! 
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1 SING NO MORE. 

J SING no more : 
Hush'd now the murmuring Spring 
Broke bright, aspiring wing — 
Dash'd to the shore. 

I sing no more : 

Where sweet, effulgent morn, 

Burst into ecstatic song, 
The cold mists lower. 

I sing no more : 

Where charm'd the vernal lay. 
Where smiled long summer day. 

Care bolts the door. 
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I Sing no more : 

Joy's fading footsteps fall, 
By broken hearth and wall ; 

On haunted floor. 

I sing no more : 

Hope's Stones all are told — 
Love's lips are mute and cold- 

What wait I for? 

Ah, no, no, nevermore ! 

Shouts mirth from off the shore, 
Nor Song sweeps out to me 
To lift me from the Sea 

Where I toss helplessly — 

On broken Oar ! 
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TO T . 

ARK on the embowering hills, the swirl 
Of driving scud, and murky, pelting rain ! 
So all our breezy, summer sails we furl, 
And bend our backs to weary oars again ! 
Our glowing songs are chilled : — once more, 
The glories of our brilliant autumn day 
Fade into darkness all along the shore, 
And we beat aimlessly on tossing sea ! 
Yet, buds and flowers will come, and vernal song, 
And Venus beaming in the tender air — 
But we? What Joys shall lift our steps along? 
What Loves make summer for us, everywhere ? 



THE DEAD BELOVED ! 

§H, weary, puzzled soul, which ever peers 
From out the tear-stained windows of thy ceil, 
Forth gazing far to Universe of Spheres 

And mighty Void; which will not smile, nor tell 
One thing to give thee sweet delight — 
But still is dumb and merely Infinite — 

And, infinitely Great and Silent, day and night! 
To feel such strain and know all feeling vain. 
Tosses thy passionate life in Tragedy of Pain ! 

For thee, thy Jailer, Death ; he only sure — 
Forgetfulness thy only momentary cure — 
And all thy Being braced up to endure ? 

No, no! of this immortal Whole thou art; — 
Greater than Suns in the all-feeling Heart ! 
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TO D . 

'pu/'HO loves not sings not — and th' enchanting hills, 
YY Where flush the splendors of the morning sky, 
And where the charmed ear of Nature thrills. 
To marvellous chorals of Divinity, 
To him are voiceless — lost the harmony 
Of musing eve and jocund smiling morn — 
His ear is leaden to immortal song — 
His eyes unconscious of immortal grace; — 
Nor feels the Presence, infinite and strong 
Of Beauty radiant o'er the commonplace — 
Nor knows the solace of her graciousness ; — 
Nor grows divine within her sweet embrace ! 

Who loves not lives not — or he lives forlorn; — 
Or treads with naked feet on stubbly thorn — 
Where pierced and bleeding still is bled and torn ; 
Cursing the gods that such as he is born ! 
Who loves will sing — his soul a symphony; 

Where choir the hills, the vales, the starry sky ! 



FRAGMENTS. 



Opus infabre — 
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'^^PITH an instinctive breathing doth the soul, 
YY Aspire towards the brightness of its dreams ; 
As Sea-birds fly the Northern storms and cold, 
Through hundred airy leagues to Southern streams — 
A clearer light than aught of reason beams 
Upon their way along the boundless air — 
And on our course, a splendor sometimes gleams — 
A momentary flash, too great to bear — 
But which gives ardent hope, where reason might despair. 



What is this subtle sense, which can reveal 

In one bright moment such a perfect whole ? 

Is it ourself, or something more we feel ; 

Is it of our, or of some greater soul ? 

Or do these seeming doubles mark one goal ; 

Darkness and Light one necessary boon ; 

And one without the other cannot hold ? 

A noon of Night as of the day a noon — 

Discord not discord in the Master's mighty Tune ! 
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But our exalted moments are too few; 

Too soon we grovel on the dusty plain — 

With fretful patience do what we must do, 

And hopeless, ask — **What good; to what attain?" 

Or, like some castaway upon the main, 

Clutching with frenzied hands a slippery spar. 

We sink in billows of unfathom'd pain; 

Gasping for hope, but swallowing Despair — 

And Horror rides upon the sea and fills the Air! 

Thus in our human hearts the Shadows lie. 

Deep, dark, and changing, as on outward things — 

And as about us strange distortions be, 

And Summer calms grow big with thunderings; 

So in the source of Joy are bitter springs: 

The conflicts which we see, our Spirits share — 

Upon our gayest steps reluctance clings; 

Our brightest moments catch the shade of Care — 

And we are cleft and wrecked in elemental war ! 
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Our wond'rous being feels not time nor space; 

And is not tied to the poor routine, Care — 

But in the weary figures which we trace, 

Roses spring up, and pictures rich and rare — 

Or music swells and lingers in the ear: 

And Nature takes her coloring from the mind, 

And shows the features which our bosoms bear — 

So, in her aspects *tis ourselves we find; 

As heaven or hell in us, so in her looks are lined, 



Our deepest life is mute — it bears and feels; 

Above it clamor daily work and din, 

And o'er it whirl the daily, grinding wheels: 

Yet, it bears on in its mysterious mien — 

The laboring man who drives his laboring team, 

And seems as stupid as the brutes he drives. 

May smile with fancies sweet and dear to him; 

And fill from fragrant blossoms honied hives: 

Tasting from joys as rich as more distinguished lives. 
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Enough for me to know that all is well — 
To feel that I am part of th' Eternal Soul, 
And in myself contain a heaven and hell — 
And knowing naught am instinct of the whole ! 
Can hear, through Ages, tender voices roll 
Their mournful Anthems through the solemn air 
** Oh, show us Him ; disclose our being's goal ! " 
Binding the Infinite to Here and There — 
Nor seeing that He surely is in that we are. 



We mourn for something better than we have; 

Which once we had, or feel we should have had — 

And through our tears, grope, stumbling o'er its grave ! 

Or, not its grave, but something missed, more sad — 

And ever more our gladness is not glad : 

Our hearts are tombs and we are buried there ! 

With all our treasures — there is naught to add — 

Remains to us but Patience, Will to bear ; 

And, haply, skill to deck the sterile stem of Care ! 
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Tis not the saddest eyes which weep, for grief 

May harden into stone and sink below 

And out of sight and hearing of relief; — 

Beneath the mask we do not see the woe — 

Nor is there need — as flowers are made to grow 

Above the rocky ground, so sterile pain 

May bear its fruit and make a smiHng show: — 

There is the sun and softly falling rain, 

And the brown deserts that were dead grow green again! 



Let my dead Youth lie buried far away — 

Buried amid the ruins ivy-crowned 

Of lofty structures reared enchantingly, 

So long ago, upon enchanted ground. 

Where my wofn footsteps never more shall sound ! 

Oh, dear lost Youth: I feel thy hopes no more; 

No more thy visions make my pulses bound — 

Care grasps my hand, and Duty stalks before; 

And as they will, I must, yet, nothing know, wherefore! 
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And I must be content, though nevermore, 

Can Youth be mine and his illumined course — 

Why mourn his strength which knew not to endure, 

And looked to others for its best resource ? 

Ah, feeble head, to miss that feeble force ! 

And, yet, what now can stir with bright pretense 

This paralytic soul, to Hope averse ? 

What now shall blossom in this arid sense, 

But fruitless wisdom, mocked of its own impotence ! 

Our twofold nature must its duty do ; 

The task, to harmonize its several force ; 

To live a life that to each* part is true. 

And, so, in each, find nothing base or coarse : 

In those sad hours when being seems a curse. 

And summer-daylight takes a ghastly hue; 

In silent patience, still remembrance nurse — 

Remembrance of a peace which once we knew.; 

And from that humble waiting, Joy shall spring anew. 
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Incessant struggle ! which shall never cease ! 
By which we strive to gain a calmer day; 
Years worthier lived, lives sweeter far than these 
Which fret in toil, or flash in mean display — 
No, will not cease — for such is Nature's way. 
The Peace we see and sweetness — these arise 
From nobler germs which rend our mortal clay; 
Seeking expression for their harmonies — 
And from our rasping discords snatching melodies ! 

When shall completer living e*er be found, 

And where ; where clearer seeing, surer trust ? 

Can any state uproot us from the ground, 

And make our being other than at first ? 

With biting pain and hungry hearts, a-thirst 

For lasting beauty, shall we ever place 

Our highest hope in things which turn to dust ; 

Still see our Paradise become a Waste — 

And loveliness which charmed lose all its charming grace ? 
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Shall Reason ever apprehend the skill 

To calm the passions of the human breast; 

To rule th' affections with a steady will, 

And give the Soul its longed-for, lofty rest? 

What reasoning ever can — such high behest 

To greater Thought than Reason can bestow 

Is given — a thought which sees a God confessed 

In all the grandeur that a world doth show — : 

In all it feels to be, and trembling longs to know ! 



Yet, Age may rest upon some grassy knoll. 

Soft with the early verdure of the Spring; 

And feel the brilliant light illume the soul. 

And peace without be shared by peace within — 

Whilst charmed Airs melodious murmurs bring: 

Bask in the presence of immortal life 

Filling the universe with Joy, again! 

Teaching, as Winter is with beauty rife. 

So generous peace may crown our wearying strife. 



97 



Oh ! marvellous Nature, which confounds our Thought, 
Whither the mark of thy majestic course ; 
In what design are thy creations wrought, 
And whence of all the mighty, parent Source ; 
And what our will amid thine awful Force ? 
Oh, feeble frame; oh, loud complaining Soul, 
Know that thy plaints cannot a hair reverse ! 
Thou hast an Orbit in the circling whole — 
Shine in thy Silent course, in same divine control ! 



The stars grow dimmer; up the East appear, 
The first, bright glances of awakening Day : 
The Stars expire — the clear, cool atmosphere 
Breathes on the waves and plumes their tops with spray : 
The rolling clouds come up in grand array 
From the far verge of ocean, towering high ; 
In endless courses; beautiful their way 
Along the empyrean where we long to fly; 
Borne on these wondrous chariots of the sky. 
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Yet, of myself a part that Youth remains — 
How rich the grand inheritance I bear ; 
A speechless Joy which is akin to pain; 
The sense of Beauty lurking everywhere — 
The conscioua Soul which glitters like a Star, 
Brilliant, immortal, over Death and Fear — 
Freeing the Spirit from the bond and bar, 
And to the vision making all things clear — 
Disclosing God and Heaven, not far away, but here ! 



Here, let me pause ; and cease this too sad stress — 
My voice hushed still — nor more my senses feel 
This complex life ; whilst other feet shall press 
With jocund steps the grass where I lie still. 

Still, some design this structure must fulfil 

There are nor great nor little — star and sun 
Stir not with grander motion than my will. 
Nor have a greater Source — I, too, am one 
Born of Intelligence; with purposes unknown: — 
And like a Star must flash and fade, alone! 
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And drudgery is ennobl'd by the Peace, 

And Joy and Glory of Life's vernal day — 

Day, sweet with budding Love, which shall not cease. 

And bloom and freshness which shall not decay: 

From lofty heights I look, and trace a way 

Which climbs still higher in the golden light — 

And in my Spirit is no more dismay, 

Nor deeper gloom than is a starry Night — 

Which is not gloom, indeed, but rather calm delight. 




AT ANCHOR OFF THE ASIAN COAST. 

|HE night-air doth a spicy odor bear; 
And stillness strange is on the placid main. 
With ruddy cheek. Day mounts his beamy Car, 
And shows the dark, low line of Asia's plain. 
Lying in shadow — like a giant slain. 
And stretched out vast and mute upon the sea ! 
Soon shall we swing at anchor, and again 
Break the enchantment of our Odyssey — 
Swept with the jostling crowd, along the dusty way. 
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